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striking than that of the sensitive plant. On the 
Bannagor crags, and on the summit of Windcliff 
Monmouthshire, tourists often find abundance 0 f 
these flowers. 

“ Where thou, sweet Cystus, dost so meekly creep 
Fragile and delicate, whose life’s a day, * 

Drinking of amber sunbeams madly deep. 

To bloom and die ! 

To think that thou must fade so soon away. 

It makes one sigh.” 

THE YELLOW GOATSBEARD, 

( Tragopogon pratensis ), 

Belongs to the same class, order, and natural 
family as the Dandelion. The whole plant is 
smooth and abounding with milky juice; it grows 
about eighteen inches high, and is usually found 
in hay-fields among the high grass ; the stem is 
leafy, the leaves are narrow, pointed and chan- 
nelled ; the plant is named from tragos, a goat, 
and pogon, a beard, from the beautiful bearded 
seed. This flower, like the Oxtongue, Lettuce, 
Hawkbit, Hawksbeard, and many compound 
flowers, closes at certain hours, but it generally 
opens later and closes earlier than most others. 
Linnaeus formed a dial from observation of the 
hours of each flower opening and closing its 
blossoms: and Mrs. Hemans composed the fol- 
lowing lines on the subject : 
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« >Twas a lovely thought to mark the hours 
As they floated in light away, 

By the opening and the folding flowers 
That laugh to the summer’s day. 

“ Thus had each moment its own rich hue, 

And its graceful cup and bell, 

In whose coloured vase might sleep the dew. 

Like the pearl in an Eastern shell. 

“ To such sweet signs might the time have flow’d, 
In a golden current on, 

Ere from the garden, man’s first abode, 

The glorious guests are gone. 

“ So might the days have been brightly told, 

Those days of song and dreams, 

When shepherds gathered their flocks of old, 

By the blue Arcadian streams. 

« So in those isles of delight, that rest 
Far off in a breezeless main, 

Which many a bark, with a weary quest 
Hath sought, but still in vain. 

« Yet is not life, in its real flight 
Mark’d thus— even thus — on earth, 

By the closing of one hope’s delight, 

And another’s gentle birth ? 

“ Oh let us live, so that flower by flower. 

Shutting in turn might leave, 

A lingerer yet for the sun-set hour, 

A charm for the shaded eve.” 

In Loudon’s Encyclopedia of Gardening, the 
periods of opening and closing of a number of 




